where in the pleasure ground. Give him this note; and beg him
to go home at once. He is not to read it here.' "
"Is there any crowd outside?"
"All gone, sir. Thank you, sir. Goodnight, sir."
I ran all the way to Hamilton Place, where I got into a hansom.
Ten minutes afterwards I was in my study, opening the letter with
unsteady hands. It was not enclosed in an envelope, but folded
in three, with a corner turned down. I opened it and read,
"714, Park Lane, Friday.
"dear mr porcharlester"—
I stopped. Had she then given him credit for my performance?
A more immediately important question was whether I had any
right to read a letter not addressed to me. Curiosity and love
prevailed over this scruple. The letter continued thus:
"I am sorry that you have seen nothing in my fancy for
Schubert's serenade except matter for ridicule. Perhaps it was
an exaggerated fancy; but I would not have expressed it to you
had I not believed you capable of understanding it. If it be
any satisfaction to you to know that you have cured me of it
thoroughly, pray believe that I shall never again hear the
serenade without a strange mixture of mirth and pain. I did not
know that a human throat could compass such sounds; and I
little thought, when you promised that I should hear your voice
sooner than I expected, that you contemplated such a perform-
ance. I have only one word more: Adieu. I shall not have the
pleasure of meeting you at Mrs Locksly Hall's tomorrow, as my
engagements will not permit me to go there. For the same reason
I fear I must deny myself the pleasure of receiving you again
this season. I am, dear Mr Porcharlester, yours truly,
linda fitznightingale."
I felt that to forward this letter to Porcharlester would only
pain him uselessly. I felt also that my instructor was right, and
that I have not the lip for the French horn. I have accordingly
given it up.
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